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One 


Author's Notes: 

Right... So this is the last one in the \'trilogy\ of Joe/Steven fics (with \You Gotta Move\' being the first, 
followed by \Love in an Elevator\'). I\'m still a little unsure about this one, so PLEASE send constructive 
criticism my way. As usual, a thousand and one thanks to the lovely Lady Sim for betaing! 


Joe drummed his fingers impatiently on the steering wheel as he waited. Bloody lights always turned red when 
he was trying to get somewhere quickly. In an attempt to occupy himself, he fiddled with the radio until he 
found a station that was playing a half-decent song. He couldn't help but grin, feeling almost proud when he 
realised that he actually recognised the song, though he couldn't remember the name of the band. Perhaps not 
all the music nowadays was shit. Joe suddenly realised how old that thought made him seem, and he 


remembered the reason he was rushing in the first place. 


Thirty years. That was a good enough reason to celebrate, wasn't it? Well, Steven didn't seem to think so. 
Stupid asshole had to go and get sick, didn't he? Of course, Joe couldn't be mad at him for that- that wasn't 
his fault. But he really didn't have to avoid him the whole week, that was just unnecessary and unfair. When he 


called Steven this morning, he'd insisted that he didn't want Joe to see him when he was feeling this awful. Joe 


scowled. Well, screw him. He was going to see Steven- whether he liked it or not- and they were going to 
celebrate thirty fucking years together, on the night of their anniversary, even if Steven was retching the 
entire time. -Well, perhaps he wouldn't go that far, but Steven didn't sound that ill. But Joe was still going to 
see him- if he ever made it. It felt like he'd been waiting at this traffic light for years! Trust Brad to give him 
shitty ‘short cuts’. He probably did it on purpose. Joe knew how the other guys loved to joke about he and 
Steven being an ‘old married couple’. Which of course, was pure bullshit, they misinterpreted everything. Sure, 
the two of them had been together a lifetime, but that didn't make them at all old and married. After being 
together for so long, of course they'd learn each other's habits. Of course they'd bicker. Of course they'd be 


comfortable just being around one another. And an added plus to all this was that the sex was still awesome. 


Joe was snapped out of his thoughts by the sound of the car behind him beeping at him rudely. The lights had 
finally turned green Joe flipped off the driver behind him before stepping on the pedal. It wasn't too much 
longer until he was pulling up in front of the familiar house. He parked his car in the garage, stepping out and 
turning back to carefully lift out a bouquet of red and white roses before he locked the car. As he fumbled 
with his house-keys, he noted that the lights in the house were off. Perhaps Steven really was ill- maybe he 
should have brought soup. 


Stepping into the entrance hall, Joe wondered if he should bother calling for Steven or if he should go straight 
up to the bedroom, where he presumed Steven would be resting. Placing his keys on the table, he suddenly 
noticed an envelope with his name printed on it neatly. He opened it, curious, and pulled out a crisp white card 
with three words printed on it clearly. ‘Follow the trail Setting the card and envelope back down on the table, 
Joe looked about for this trail he was meant to follow. He eventually saw a tiny glint of gold on the floor, soon 
realising there was a whole line of them. Hershey's Kisses. Joe smiled and picked up the bouquet of roses, 


following the trail of candy through the dimly lit house. 


The trail stopped at the dining-table, which had another white envelope perched on top of it. This time, the 
card read ‘So well used. Joe smirked- typical Steven. They rarely ate at the dining-table when it was just the 
two of them; usually they just perched on stools at the kitchen counter. However, Steven was right, the table 
was very well used. Steven loved it- must have been something about the angle. Still unable to wipe the smirk 
off his face, Joe walked to the other end of the table where the trail was resumed. He was led to the 
refrigerator, which had the message ‘Bring your own bottle stuck to it. Inside the fridge sat a bottle of 
champagne, which Joe put in a portable ice-bucket to keep cool. He hoped that Steven had glasses, as there 


was no way he could carry anything else right now. 


His next stop was the bathroom; the door had a message pinned to it. ‘Scrub me down? the card read. Joe had 
always been a fan of shower-sex. There was just something immensely erotic about two wet bodies pressed 
together, warm water sliding over already heated skin. Joe continued to follow the trail, which seemed to go on 
forever. He was getting impatient- he wanted to see Steven, needed to see him. The trail meandered through 
the large house, which seemed littered with notes placed strategically marking moments in their long 
relationship, the memories making Joe smile. He wondered how long it had taken Steven to think of all this, how 


long it had taken him to set it all up. 


Just when he thought the trail of notes would never end, it stopped in front of Steven's home entertainment 
theatre. Joe looked around, checking to make sure there weren't anymore Kisses around before he read the 
note stuck to the door. ‘Peeping Tom. Joe frowned, unable to figure out what Steven meant. He just hoped he 
didn't have anything foo unusual up his sleeve. Joe opened the door, stepping into the dimly-lit room. The room 
was large, with a few plush sofas placed at the back of the room. Glancing at the huge projection screen, Joe 
noted that a silent movie was playing. He looked around the room again slowly, spying an empty wine cooler 

with two champagne flutes standing on the table next to it. Joe placed the bottle in the cooler and carefully lay 
the bouquet of roses on the table before turning to look around again. And then he realised. 


The tape. The silent movie playing was a security tape. The security tape. God, he'd almost forgotten about the 
tape; it had been so long ago. He knew it had been lurking in Steven's stuff all these years but he never 
thought he'd see it again. Shit, and where was Steven? 

Joe squinted in the dim light of the room, his eyes alighting upon some strange, rectangular panels arranged in 
a square in the back corner of the room. There was a crack between two panels and Joe peered between 
them. Steven grinned back impishly at him. 

"It took you long enough!" 

Joe slid between the two panels, stepping towards Steven and wrapping the lithe singer in his arms. Steven 
kissed him hungrily, his fingers sliding into Joe's dark locks and tugging him closer. They finally drew apart for 
breath, still holding onto each other. 

"Happy anniversary baby." 

"-You're supposed to be ill," Joe blurted out. 

"Gee, thanks Joe! | can tell you appreciated the effort," Steven retorted, rolling his eyes. 

"| do! | was just" 

"Oh, shut up," Steven insisted, silencing him with another kiss. 

When they drew apart again, Joe took a look around him. Mirrors. They were surrounded by mirrors. The four 
walls surrounding them were in fact four, heavy mirrored panels. Steven was grinning at him wickedly, a 


familiar glint in his eyes. 


"Look familiar?" Steven purred into his ear, snaking his tongue out to lick a line just behind his ear, "And how 


do you like my choice of movie for tonight? | thought we could re-enact history...” 


Joe could see some of the screen reflected in the mirrors, and he felt a stirring within him. The elevator 


incident had definitely been one of their top five hottest fucks. And to make it to the top five was pretty 


damn impressive, considering the thousands of times they had fucked. Joe wasn't given anymore time to think 
when Steven suddenly launched himself at him, attacking his neck with kisses and nips. Pinned against the cool 
glass wall, Joe could see the screen clearly. He had Steven on the floor of the elevator and was moving over 
him steadily. -Joe turned his attention back to the sensation of Steven nibbling at his neck. The singer's nips 
and bites were gradually getting harder, until Joe let out a surprised yelp when Steven bit down just a little 
too hard. 


‘Ooops, sorry. Got a little too carried away," Steven apologised, running his fingers of the spot that Joe knew 
was going to be marked by an angry, purple bruise. 


Muttering that it was okay, Joe let his hands roam over Steven's body, fingers tugging at the buttons of his 
shirt. Once he'd finally managed to unbutton the shirt, his hands slid between the cool cloth and Steven's body, 
relishing the feel of the taut muscle beneath his fingertips. Joe took his time in undressing Steven, slowly 
exposing every inch of the body he knew as well as his own. He knew exactly where to touch Steven to get 


him moaning his name, exactly when to tease and when to just give in to his demands. 
"Joe- | need you now." 


The pair were lying in a heap on the floor, bare bodies slicked together. The tape must have been on a loop, 
for now they were arguing, Steven pacing angrily as the elevator stopped. Joe couldn't believe that he'd ever 
let himself hurt Steven the way he had done that day. You don't hurt the people you love. Joe's focus was 
brought back sharply to the present as Steven gripped his hard length firmly in his hand. Steven was begging 
him silently, his eyes dark with lust. Their eyes met and Joe slowly nodded. With a smile, Steven released him 
from his grip and rolled towards the pile of clothing they'd left in the corner. He fished out a condom and 


some lube, turning back to Joe and handing them to him. 


Joe looked at the items he now held in his hands, focusing on one in particular. A condom. He began to wonder 
why they were still doing this after thirty years together. That little foil packet seemed to represent 
uncertainty, disloyalty- a lack of commitment. They didn't need this. Joe took the condom and placed it on the 
floor beside them. Steven's eyes darted up to look at him, confused. 

"Joe, what's wrong?" 

"We don't need this." 

"What?" 


"Why should we have to use this? Its been thirty years and | certainly intend to stick around for longer. And 


unless you intend on screwing around, then why do we need this?" 


Joe knew he hadn't put that particularly eloquently, but he didn't know how else to say it. All he wanted Steven 


to know was that he was the only one he wanted. He didn't need anyone else; he never had and he never would. 


He looked up at Steven and saw that the singer was smiling. Steven slowly reached over and took the condom, 


pausing before he tossed it behind him, into the darkness of the room. 
"Only you, Joe. Only you." 


Joe could feel his heart racing in his chest. He hadn't ever been one for romantic fluff, but Steven..things 
were different with Steven. Steven made him want to write poetry and bring bouquets of roses and tell him 
how much he loved him every time he saw him. Being with Steven was different. Thirty years had proven that 
to him. 


"| want you inside me." 


Steven paused, not used to hearing that request from Joe. In all the years they'd been together, he could 
count the number of times that Joe had let him top on his two hands. Well, may be on three hands. But 


regardless, it didn't happen often, Joe was always more comfortable topping. 
"Steven | want you inside me." 


Steven nodded mutely, watching as Joe settled himself on his hands and knees. He glanced at Steven from over 
his shoulder, smiling at him encouragingly. He trusted him. Steven lubed two fingers generously, holding his 

breath as he slowly slid on in, enthralled to see a shudder running through Joe's body. He wasn't sure if it was 
from pain or pleasure, but he didn't let it deter him. He continued pumping his finger in and out, stretching the 
tight ring of muscle. Joe was worryingly quiet. Steven withdrew his finger, adding in a second one and pumping. 


Sliding his fingers in as far as he could, he slowly curled them up, brushing them against Joe's prostate. 
“Oh...god" 


Steven smiled at Joe's sudden exclamation and continued to pump and curl his fingers until Joe was babbling 


incoherently and clenching around his fingers. 
"Need you, Steven.. Need you...” 


Steven withdrew his fingers quickly, fumbling with the tube of lube before managing to pour some onto his 
palm, warming it between his fingers and massaging some around Joe's entrance. He couldn't remember how 
much they needed, not wanting this to be uncomfortable for Joe. It had been years since they'd last done this. 
Steven slicked his erection quickly. He felt too close to the edge, and just wanted to feel Joe's warmth 
surrounding him. Rising to his knees, he knelt behind Joe, positioning himself at his entrance. 


"Steven. please...” 
Steven looked up, meeting Joe's gaze in the mirror. He nodded silently, holding his lover's gaze as he slowly 


pushed forward, feeling Joe's overwhelming heat engulfing him. He could see Joe's eyes flicker as he struggled 


to keep them open. The sensation of being filled was overwhelming; he needed more of it. Joe began pushing 


back onto Steven, urging his partner to move. 


Steven thought he was going to faint from the pleasure. Just being in Joe was sending his mind reeling, but 
the added sensation of being raw, bare.. He could feel everything and more, and it felt like too much. It was 
taking every ounce of his self-control to stop him from just pounding into Joe, but he didn't want to hurt him. 
So he chained his movements to an achingly slow pace, taking the time to control his movements, making sure 
he brushed Joe's prostate every time he moved. He snaked a hand round to grasp Joe's leaking cock, squeezing 
it firmly as he slowly pumped it in time with his thrusts. 


The ecstasy was almost unbearable; Joe was drunk on it. He wanted Steven to go faster, deeper, harder but he 
couldn't find the breath to tell him so. He needed it desperately, needed air, needed Steven so far in him that 
he could taste it. Gathering together his senses, Joe pushed back against Steven, so far that he was sat in 
Steven's lap. Steven's chest was flush against his back, and he could feel it heaving as he searched for oxygen 
He pushed himself up before he sunk down heavily into Steven's lap. They both let out a cry of pleasure as 
Joe found the depth that he'd been searching for and Steven felt the tight ring of muscle squeeze his length. 
Joe mustered all of his wavering strength, desperately rising and falling, caught between Steven's fist and his 
cock. Steven dropped his head forward to bite at Joe's neck as he fell back down, whispering to him to look up. 
Joe opened his eyes to see Steven staring straight back at him. He loved watching Steven as he came, and 
tonight was no different as he watched the singer's eyes become unfocused as he cried out his ecstasy. The 
sight of his lover in the height of passion, along with the feel and sight of his hand caressing his cock was 
enough for Joe. He finally let himself go with a shuddering moan, collapsing back onto Steven's sweaty chest as 
he came all over his stomach and Steven's hand. 


Sated, they fell together in a sticky heap on the floor, Steven reaching out blindly for Joe to place a kiss on 
the side of his neck. They lay still joined, Joe closing his eyes and feeling Steven softening within him. Lying in 
silence, they watched the flickering images on the projection screen for a few moments until Joe spoke. 


"| love you Steven" 
"I know you do. | love you too," Steven smiled, nuzzling at Joe's neck. 


"So are we becoming one of those old fag couples that have kinky fuck-fests on special occasions to try and 
impress each other?" Joe asked with a grin. 


Steven reached over to pinch his side, scolding, "Shut up! We're not old And we don't need to try and impress 


each other- we do that naturally.” 


Joe looked over his shoulder to see Steven grinning at him, satisfied. He knew he was right- after all this time, 
they were comfortable around each other; they knew each other inside and out. He snuggled back a little closer 
to Steven, smiling when the singer began placing kisses across his neck He could feel Steven's steady breathing 


tickling his neck comfortingly. 


"The champagne's probably warm now," Joe murmured. 

"Mmmhmm." 

"And | brought you roses." 

"Mmmhmm." 

Joe paused, taking in the silence before he broke it again 

"| could get-" 

"Joel Shut. Up. Just lie here with me," Steven whispered, nuzzling his face against the back of Joe's shoulder. 


Joe nodded and closed his eyes, finally settling down As he began to drift to sleep, Steven leaned over to 


whisper into his ear, "When we make it to forty years, its your turn to surprise me." 


